LETTER IX
INVESTITURE

/~\N May 30, 1891,1 received a command to attend ar
^~^ investiture at Osborne.

I shall ever remember that journey to Osborne. Th*
party was a large one and everyone was in full dress
uniform. By the time we got to Southampton a verit-
able hurricane was blowing, and the crossing to the Isle
of Wight was about as bad a crossing as I have ever
experienced anywhere. Nearly everyone was right
royally sick. I was one of the few exceptions. I am
never ill at sea. It was a sorry crew which landed ofi
that boat, and for some time after several of the great
ones had to remain hidden.

We had a very indifferent luncheon, and the investi-
ture began almost immediately afterwards. I was the
very last, and by that time Her Majesty was evidently
tired and distinctly cross. When I knelt at her feet I
could not for the life of me avoid being completely
absorbed by the pattern on the footstool It was
covered by a fearful and terrible presentment in worsted
work of a King Charles spaniel, with a blindingly blue
ribbon round its neck and the most scarlet tongue ever
seen in life or death. I cannot account for it, but that
spaniel made me forget my drill. Instead of putting out

my forearm at right angles to the Queen so that she
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